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in my car, and got away before he could follow. It was too late to
ask any of my college friends for a place to stay, so I just parked
the car and curled up in the back seat. Hoyt slept in my apart-
ment. His bag is still there.
If Hoyt thinks he can force a reconciliation by strong-arm meth-
ods he is badly mistaken. I've had my fill of being treated like an
infant. Hoyt is only two years older than I am, and there is no ex-
cuse for his patronizing attitude.
During the two years he was in the Army, I held full-time jobs
in the various towns where he was stationed. Ever since his dis-
charge I've held part-time jobs and gone to college, too. I don't
consider that a childish record. According to Hoyt I am unstable,
feather-headed, fickle as the east wind. In short, an all-around
mess.
Some time ago I quit listening to his uncomplimentary opinions.
Finally, I wasn't listening to anything he had to say. Frankly, I
cannot understand why Hoyt won't let me have my divorce. There
is nothing to hold us together. We don't like the same people or
the same things. I'm high-keyed and romantic. Hoyt is prosaic and
plodding. Our ideals and ideas are different. I want to enjoy the
present, to revel in it, to feel both useful and alive.
Most wives my age have at least two children, and one girl I
know has four. Not once has it occurred to Hoyt to suggest that
he and I might get started on a family. He is indifferent to children,
just as he is indifferent to everything else of concern to me.
Most couples our age own their homes, nice houses in nice
neighborhoods where they can entertain their friends. I was
ashamed to allow the laundry man to set foot inside the last place
Hoyt and I lived, a two-room job over a garage. It would have
cramped the style of a pair of midgets. When the bed was let
down, it occupied the whole living room. The so-called kitchenette
was closet-sized. I'm no great shakes as a cook, and I need space
to operate. If I'm sliut up in a tiny kitchen I soon swamp myself in
dirty pots and pans and feel like a wild animal in a cage. Hoyt and
I usually ate our evening meals at the corner restaurant. That is,